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Novelist Puts (
THE MAN IN THE STREET. By MeredithNicholson. Charles Scribner's
Sons.

r J " HIS collection of essays contains
a paper called "The Poor Old

English Language" that we

should like to reprint word for word
In a bold type. Our next step would
be to send clippings to every board of
education in America. For in this essayMeredith Nicholson utters some

great truths on the subject of teachingEnglish in our schools.
"I doubt seriously,'1 says the author,

"whether I could pass an examination
in English grammar. ... At times
in my life I have been able to read

Greek, Latin, Italian and French withoutever knowing anything about the
grammar of either of these languages
beyond what 1 worked out for myself
as I went along. This method . . .

is not original with me, for there are
inductive methods of teaching foreign
languages which set the student at
once to reading and make something
rather incidental of the grammar. This
is precisely what I should do with Eng-
lish if I were responsible for the in-
struction of children at the age when
it is the fashion to begin hammering
grammar into their inhospitable minds,
Ignorant of grammar myself, but hav-
ing.if I may assume so much.an in-
tuitive sense of the proper and effec-
tive manner of shaping sentences,
there would be no textbooks in my
schoolroom. . .. . The first weeks of
my course would be purely conversational.1 should test the students for
their vulgarities and infelicities, and
such instances, registered on the blackboard,would visualize the errors as
long as necessary. The reading of indubitablygood texts in class would, of
course, be part of the programme and
the Bible I should use freely^ particu-
larly drawing upon the Old Testament
narratives. ...

'When a youngster is made to un-
derstand from a concrete example that

English or Fre
ESSAYS ON ENGLISH. By Brander

Matthews. Charles Scribner's Sons. ,

PROF. BRANDER MATTHEWS
has attained the dignity of an i

institution, and a new book by *

him is always welcome. In most of
(

these papers he is at his pleasant best
in dealing with the growth and pres-
ent developments of the English lan- I'
guage, novelties in current expression,
newspaper English, slang, the utility
of dialect, the exploits of the advertiser,&c. There is also included an
excellent paper on Mark Twain and a ,'
consideration of the possibility of es-

tablishing a "world language."
As to the last. Prof. Matthews nat- i'

urally has little belief in the making
of any artificial language, such as Es-
peranto, Ido or Volapuk. The objec-
tions are obviously insuperable. But
he is inclined to foresee the worldwide
dominance of-two languages, English
and French. It is, in fact, already
practically necessary for the speaker
of anv other tonene to learn either

English or French if he is to do businessor communicate with anybody
outside his own country. The war has
done a great deal to spread each of
these tongues, and the process of in-
ternational trade continues and
strengthens that tendency. German,
he thinks, is forever done for as a j'
means of international communication.
He also calls attention to the overwhelmingweight of the two great

A Plea fo:
THE SEVEN AGES OF MAN. By

Ralph Bergengren. Boston: The
Atlantic Monthly Press.
FROM babyhood to the very olde,

olde man is a long, long way,
according to Hhakespeare and

Ralph Bergengren. These delightfully
whimsical sketches about the baby j,
that endeavors to describe its elders,;
the man who sees naught but perfec-
tlon in his true love, and the father
who, whether he ascends to the Presl
dency or falls to the gutter, will alwaysrun the chance of having his
paternity strongly brought home to

him, are amusing and attractive.
The recklessness with which some

young people' undertuko to raise childrenwould, seem to strike Mr. Bergengrenrather sharply, for he says:
", o taken for granted is this vocationof fatherhood and so little consideredin comparison with other masculineemployments that no correspondenceschool offers a course, and many

a young man undertakes to raise childrenwith less hesitation than he
would start to raise chickens."
Take heed, prospective fathers, and

look ye to future blunders. Buy this
book and lenrn that fatherhood is a

profession ns well as taxicabhlng. PorTiapsthey will realize the truth of the
Italian cobbler who told the following
truths about his latest child: "Zee fadderand zee modder," he said, "zey
work and zey slave for zee leetle one.
But whata Rood? When he Is grown
he say. "To hell with zee fadder and
we modder!"
Humor at the expense of all states

of bliss, single or otherwise, runs
throughout, the book. All engaged
married or divorced people should read
this book. For married folk It would
he a divine blessing, for when grandmothertried to tell you how to bring!
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Grammar Last1
a sentence is badly constructed the I]
rules governing such instances may be oi
hrouzht to his attention with every
confident that he will understand their
point. . . . Let the example precede
the rule! If there is any sense in the
rule the example will clarify it; if it is
without Justification and designed mi

merely to befuddle the student, then re
it ought to be abolished anyhow." . ,e(
We are tempted to go on and on and

quote the whole essay in accordance ^

with the wish expressed above. In ae

placing this piece last in the collection na

the author puzzles it. It should come 1

first and the book should be called
"The Poor Old English Language, and |
Other Papers," regardless of how *

lengthy and unwieldy a title that may
be.
Mr. Nicholson gives first place in his

collection to an essay called "Let Main
Street Alone!" in which he makes a

defence of "Main Street" that sounds |
convincing enough but not particu- §
larly novel. Of Carol Kennicott and |
the inhabitants of "Main Street" he
says: "They didn't need her uplifting |
hand! They were far more valuable
members of society than she proved
herself to be, for they worked honestlyat their jobs and had, I am con- |
fident, a pretty fair idea of their rights s
and duties, their privileges and im- ||
munities, as chil'dren of democracy." 1
This is the obvious thing^for any one.
to say who does not agree with SinclairLewis. Our statistical secretary
reports that 3,417,21 S> other people have
said the same thing during the last six |
months.
Other essays in the book are "The

Cheerful Breakfast Table," "The *
Boulevard of Rogues," "The Open Sea- fl
son for American Novelists," "The
Church for Honest Sinners," "The SecondRate Man in Politics," "The Lady

K

>f Landor Lane" and "How, Then,
Should Smith Vote?" All of these
make entertaining and instructive
reading with the exeeDtion of "The

paOpen Season for American Novelists,
written in 1915. To us this essay is jn
like last year's straw hat. 1 Sc;

Xavier Lyndon. In

1 -n i p,i

inch Essential £
tu:

literatures of English and French of
unking as a guaranty of the perma- an
lent use of both languages. Neither jo;
will drive out the other; there is room se<
for and need of both. YrThere Is nothing pedantic or narrow
ibout Prof. Matthews's view of Eng- Yo
ish. In fact, he perhaps underestimatesthe subtler values of the
'classic" elements in its ancestry, Its tr:
Latin content and the greater precision
lhat comes of a fully understanding
use of words with a sense of their _

historical qualities. "A people," says |lhe, "always makes its language in its
twn image, and the English language Sh
Is as vigorous, as impatient, as un-
pedantic and as illogical as are the two r_

mighty peoples who hold it in common.
There is no likelihood that the English
language will surrender its right to
^ j e j vv v*. nf

mane nt'iv wurua wr new neuas. At .

is always and persistently a living and mi
growing thing. _ wt

It is pleasant to And renewed aoa- ^Jemic appreciation of the supreme ex- ^cellence of Mark Twain's style, as, QLoddlyenough, it has not generally boen thfully appreciated or stressed by most jateachers and critics. One may look pjjfar in all the mass of English litera- dc
ture to find anything to excel some p0
passages of Huck Finn (the descrip- fr(
tions of night and storms on the river. t0
for instance) for sheer beauty and fr(
perfection of expression. And Mark mi
Twain was always careful, untiring in m,
the search for the one exactly right sh
word. Prof. Matthews does well to
bring out these points anew. m,
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r Fathers
si«

the baby up you would wave the book
in her face and say, "Ah, but I have yp
taken up the profession of a father Q11
and I will bring up my own child." pr
"Fathers' Day" Mr. Bergengren to

feels is a Joke. Mothers' Day is an In
established thing, and yet you have s'(
the feeling that the author is starting
a campaign to arouse the fathers of
the nation to assume the ascendency na
that is their natural right. Every w
father that has ever felt that his
young son regarded him as a mere1
stalwart shoulder upon which to bawl
will welcome this book. It will arouse
his energies.he will slowly but sneak- gt
ily undermine the stronghold his wife
has built around their offspring. Then O'
perhaps there will be war.but the authoris not concerned with the consequences.asail humorists, he offers
the plan and leaves the actual tea!, of
tuiuiJit'uuii iu hi*.* rtfiiutji a.

The most delightful collection o* T1
whimsies Is this book. It is indeed the
best thing Mr. Borgcngren lvrS clone. -U
It Is the sort of hook that should be
on the table In the guest room. Ti. v

tired week ender will apj reciato t! -se
bits before he dresses for dinner .end
descends to meet, perhaps, his future
wife. One can't tell. Mr. Bergongren y
would perhaps avert matrimonial trag- 10

edies could he make the young man r®

realize that in marriage he may lose ®'
his asrendnnt rights. (We all know
men do, of course.)
In leaving this hook there Is a rather ar

peculiar sense of having read all the a

things that you wanted to say about ot
certain states in life and Just never c*
did. Mr. Bergengren, If married, Is a
brave man.If not, an adventurous Tl
one.for when he Is faced with the
practicality of some of the things he T1
has written there may be an excellent T1chance for his wife to say: "Well,
now prove that paternal ascendency T)
you wrote about. Sec if j/ott can
make him stop howling." lot
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lang the Moon
n the Highest Tree
JT OP MIST. By Florence Kllpatrlck
Mlxter. Bonl & Liyeright.
rHIS thin llttre volume contains

some very lovely poetry and the
author is already known to

iny by her contributions to curntmagazines. Hero she has colstedthose which she likes best herlf,and heads them with a sonnet
quence which gives the book its
.me. She has made graceful use of
« fonnot form nod there nrn -rime

$ f it
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L JlFt"-!.'? <,: .J&'Xjtffav 4- ,'^XU,' .% ''2m
Moien^e xvnpatriCK Mixter.

e lyric lines, with above all a strong
sling of sincerity. Her best work
undoubtedly among the shorter

ems that follow, where we find some

quisite bits. Prologue, for Instance,
ows her delicate and fanciful imination.It begins:
lnt the sky midnight black. Hang

the moon
the highest tree,

atter the flowers of June
ecdverably.
All the verse has the charm of simcity,and most of it is characterized

;i wistful NJiflnps« siirh ns wp Atari

Elegy or In Memory Of. Unfornutelythere is not room to quote all
Cradle Song, one of the loveliest,
d we can only suggest the author's
/ous love of children by giving the
ond stanza of To a Child:

>u are my heart that dances.
You are my soul that leaps.
>u have hidden the key of the lonely

room
Where my troubled spirit sleeps.

Icean Rhythms
i Storm and Calm
1A POEMS. By Cale Young Rice. The
Century Company.
rHIS volume confirms the place

of Cale Young Rice among the
leading American lyric poets

the day. Composed as it is priarilyof reprints from previous
>rks, this latest collection shows
r. Rice In no new aspect; but it has
e merit of gathering together much

. rVint Jo Knot in hi« rififtrv iinil

erefore of exhibiting him in his most
vorable light. As the name lines,the book is composed of poems
aling in some way with the sea; it
irtrays the sea in all its phases,
jm the monsoon of the Indian Ocean
the storms of the North Atlantic,
>m the mystery .and terror of subirincmountains to the serenity of
sditation over a firefly on a summer
ore.
In spite of the dramatic tendencies
mifested in his poetic plays, Mr.
ce's talent seems to be primarily
rical; and though his work is
irred by too obvious echoes of Shelfand Swinburne, though it is occainallylacking in vitality and is
metimes careless in construction,
t it has an unmistakable singing
lality, a rhythm and a grace of ex

essionthat make a strong appeal
the emotions as well as to the ear.

style and theme his lyrics are conlerablyvaried. Compare these two
anzas. one a love Bong out of the
art and the other a piece of pure
iture music:
hen we two walk, my love, on the

. path
The moon makes over the sea.
j the end of the world where sorrow

hath
An end that is ecstasy,
lould we not think of the other road
Of wearying dust and stone
ur feet would fare did each but care
To follow the way alone?

le quivering terns oart wna ana cuve
As the tide comes tumbling In.
le calm rock pools grow all alive.
With the tide tumbling in.
ic crab who under the brown weed

creeps,
id the snail who lies in his house

and sleeps,
.vike and stir, as the plunging

.voepa
>f 'he tide come tumbling In.

T. lining throughout Rice's sea
>o(.ry 1 a philosophic strain, not proline!,yet evidently horn of a sincere
acthpi to tin wonder and majesty
the ocean. Confronted with unthomablemysteries, he realizes that

le How and Wherefore of all things
e beyond his grasp, and Instead of
world horn of the chance upheaval
blind though gigantic forces he

looses to see a universe with a

ilritual basis for its existence,
ic old pence that God la, though all

unproved;
ip old faith that though gulfs sidereal

stun
tie soul, and knowledge drown within

their deep,
lere Is no world that wnnders no, not

one
1 nil th< million*.that lie does not

keep

y
m
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CaptMayne Re:
BOOKS AND FOLKS. By Edward N.

Teall. G. P. Putnam's Sons.

Edward n. teall has not
been content to be simply a

polite adventurer among masterpieces,a slave to lists of the "hun-
dred best." He has pone jauntily forth
into the vast land of cantos and chapters,a veritable vagabond among
books, or, as he himself expresses it, a

species of literary bumble bee. He
has mot and tilted with them all,
whether garbed in paper or cloth,
Mayne Reid to Goethe, Oliver Optic to
Laurence Sterne. The result is the
charming reminiscences of an "om;nivoroufe reader."

"I can see it now, that room; dark
and cheerless like a cave," he says of
one period of his boyhood. "The
student at his desk, poring over hi&
musty theologic tome. Outside, in the
snowy street, a gloomy horse propped
in the shafts of a grocer's delivery
wagon. . . . 'Small town stuff '

and the old clock measuring off the
slow minutes while I, in ecstatic lonejlineas, read Mayne Reid. Perhaps it Is
the dim but blessed memory of that
clock that I cherish as much as that
of Mayne Reid. Dim but blessed are
the memories of the omnivorous
reader."
The youthful Teall was no book

worm. He engaged in nil the pranks
of his "gang." and was a member in
good standing on the rolls of the HerculesAthletic Club, from whose soap
box library he drew with great frequency.'

The librarian's opportunity to be of
service is pointed out by the author

"Unaided the seeker after improvementmay uncover some small nuggetsto go into the mill of his mind,
there to be assimilated, absorbed into
his own substance and used as new

New York an<
TURNS ABOUT TOWN. By Robert

Cortes Holliday. George H. Doran
Company.

ROVING EAST AND ROVING WEST.
By E. V. Lucas. George H. Doran
Company.'

I \ OTH Mr. Holliday and Mr. Lucas
have what the classical writer
called the "running pen".what

Air. Samuel Weller called "the gift o'

gab wery gallopin'." Both.at this
moment.have the same publisher for
their latest packages of what does not
seem to deserve a more respectful
name than the "chopped feed of literature."
These short pieces, many of them

well made to pass three minute
periods of a reader's attention, are by
no means suited for consecutive reading,for in these two books the reader
is made to stop and start again as

frequently as in a street car, or in the
subway; and sometimes the jolts are

disagreeable. There Is a likeness betweenthese two measures of comment
ground almost to meal, but their flavor
is not the same, and Mr. Holliday's
pieces seem to have less nourishment
in them, despite the personal, note
which he strikes so often.
For instance, in his remarks about

"Writing in Rooms," he quotes Mr.
Lucas, and by name; and frequently
throughout his collection of obviously
carved obvious cherry stones he spatterscontemporary names about very
freely. His sprightly manner too
often slips into an unpleasant sort of
freshness of spirit. Now, one can be
fresh as a rose or fresh as an egg of
this date of the breakfast newspaper.
or fresh as a May morning; and
otherwise, one can be fresh as paint.
Several of these pieces sound as fresh
as the paint used lately by the house
and fence artists who deliberately abstain.from motives of economy, from
mixing any dryer at all with their
coloring. This lack of dryer was
noticeable in some of Mr. Holliday's
earlier books; and since he seems to
hold fast to the courage of his
methods, his style is fixed, presumably.Here is a little of it:
"Just off Longacre Square is a

medley of offices, chop houses and
bandbox hotels whose names doubtless
only a district messenger could recite
in any number. The particular one
for which we are headed is famous
enough. . , . Here the'Uncle Jack'
of the American stage, Mr Drew, for
some time made his residence. It Is
always the stopping place in New
York of perhaps the finest of our
novelists, Joseph Hergeshelmer. That
mynucui iiiuian gi'iiireniuu, nr. nabindrnnathTaxore, has found it a not
unworthy tent on his Western pilgrimages.And so on. You cannot
be long In Its rich little lobby without
overhearing struck the high note of
Its distinctive clientele. 'Where do
you open?' . . . 'At. Stamford.,
When do you f'lose?' In the subdued
light. bare satin arms and dispiriting
lengths of colorful stockings flash
from the deep chairs. ... A
graceful hand opens a telephone booth
to expel a smoking cigarette."
And so on. In Mr. Holllday's idiom,

His talk about the late James Hune-
ker is less tedious, but It Is not often
that he seems to say. very much.

Mr. Lucas's grist comt's through
the grinder from a fuller hopper. He
Rives you In this book scraps from
India Japan and the United States,
five paxes about falconry with Sir
Umar Haynt Khan give In compressed
description a striking picture In the
open nir. The chapter on Benarer
spills the fastidious traveller's aver-
sion from dismal dirt and the wreck-
age of death. In Calcuttn he could
not find Rose Aylmer's tomb, but '"th«
comely mausoleum of Job Charnock",

)VEMBER 27, 1921.

id Boy's Delight
muscle to an extent dictated and
measured by his inherent powers, his
persistence, imagination-^and his for-
tune, good or bad. How much waste
of labor.opening of false veins, han- Ho..
dling of worthless material.may he Wft
be saved from by a friendly, helpful Pot
word from the librarian, who knows **fll
the tools and their use and presum-1 jr0"ably the fruitful places wherein he
may advantageously invest his toil." qq{
Mr. Teall delivers himself of a little

apostrophe to his old college library in
these words: "Oh, little home of my
heart, where were kept the older volumes,the books tried and true, the
standard books and classics, the tomes
full of faith and philosophy and dis- Dca
tilled experience: . . . you moth- S'ldl
ered my mind, you gave me what I got ^
of education. Yon did not dictate, you 1^^
did not give marks for excellence and
'conditions' for inefficiency: you,
opened your chests and ran the risk
of plundering by unworthy hands
rather than chance withholding the
contents of your treasures from deservingquestors."
The author discusses every phase jjear

of reading. He deals with the newspaperin a broad, enlightened manner
which is fitting in one who spent "um

years at the editorial desk. The value ^
of magazines and the function of book JM
reviewers and reviews are discussed
with a calmness and a reflectiveness
that soothes and pleases.
To the reader he gives this advice:

"Don't be bullied and browbeaten by
critics. Don't let highbrows bluff you. V
Don't accept a Standard of Taste till
you have tested it. Don't be ashamed t

of what you like'. Don't pretend to
like what you don't like. Don't be a
slave. Don't be a hypocrite.''
"The book is a germ carrier in the

( ontngion of reading," says the blurb ilK
on the Jacket, and for once the blurb fflff
is the truth.

i Points East p
was discovered readily in t. John's' j
graveyard.Job the Ganges pilot, hero £
o! the inc dent that singB In the line: J
The tall, pale widow Is mine, Joe, the qltttle brown girl's for you. 2
From India to America Is a long §

jump, but he lands on his feet. His

and ended in Coney Island, or there- ***
about. He found Americans worthy
of several of his gentlest compliments. |"Even in complex and composite New
York I should say that simplicity is
the keynote of the American character.It is in his simplicity that the QjAmerican differs most from the Euro- jr
pean. uch simplicity is perfectly 0,consistent with the impatience, the
desire for novelty, for brevity, of the
American people." And as to "the Vl

American face," "The average Amer- tl
ican face is, I think, cleaner than ours, u'

and healthier. One sees fewer ruined
faces than in English cities, fewer men
and women who have lost self-respect
and self-control." And as to clothes: h:
"America is full of surprises, due to fl
the uniformity of clothing and a cer- st
tain carelessness which elevates com- fi
fort to a ritual. The man you think ir
of as a millionaire may be a drum- B
mer," or the other way. A pungent
and amusing chapter deals with "The
Press." Says he: "Whatever bushel
measures may be used in the United
States, the concealing of light is no
part of their programme. . . .

Profusion is a characteristic of the j*American newspaper. Th»n-e is too c
much of everything. . .When it _

comes to choice of news, one cannot
believe that American editors are the
best friends of their country. I am ^holding no brief for many English .
editors; I think our papers can be _

common, too, . . . but I think
that more vulgarizing of life is at
present effected by American journaliststhan by English. There are. how- 7
ever, many signs that we may catch
up." w
And Mr. Laicas makes this penetrat- .

ing remark about American women:
"Their federacy almost amounts to a
solid secret society; not so much ^
against men, for men must provide r
the sinews of war and other com- *

forts, but for their own satisfaction."
And then: "Both sexes appear not to
languish when alone."

c
Mary Hastings tBradley, author ot

"The Innocent Adventuress" (Apple- ^ton), is now deep in Africa on a hunt
u>r (juniiun uuu oiner sikiiis <u inf

Jungle. Tlecent word reported her safe
arrival in Cape Town, after a voyage
on which Gen. Smuts was a fellow
passenger. Cape Town seemed the LI
most stunning plnce she-had ever seen,
and with intense expectations she was
beginning the trip by rail which will I""""
take her, at times on foot, into the
wildest parts of the Dark Continent.
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No Gift more

appropriate oracceptablefor every
Member of the
Family.obtain- Pable to suit every
age and taste and
purse.
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Going Like a Best Sel
Letter from Publisher to A

»Horn Ob Livengnt, inc.,
105 West 40th St.,

New York.
Mr. Colcord:

I am amazed at the initial success of your book,
lg the last few days are larger than those for an

Faith

2* THE GREAT
^up By SAMUEL

By a compelling array of fact
% the meaning and mandate

It was not to scrap the Leag
Buy it Today. $1.50 Everywhere, or of

Mtmj\«! LITTLE, mom
ifgl§ COMPANY'S
; sLB&GS £;iiS£stelo Leading Fall Fic\
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F WINTER COMES
By A. S. M

" 'If Winter Comas' is not only a thrilling tale
f art. ... I do not know when I have had m<

reading a new book. ... 'If Winter Comes' i
ir times.".William Lyon Phelps in The New Yo
" 'If Winter Comes' is more than a mere no\

ery great beauty. It will last long after most t
lis age have gone to an obscure and unlamen
ood in Life, New York.

r\fr* TTiitobln ortn hoc to Von hlo tifln frnm Sh
if Winter comes, can Spring be far behind?" w

" 'If Winter Comes' is a novel which may well
as lived. It is an artist's book.its structure as
ower, its humor pervasive, its character studies
)nal note spicy and fresh, and, best of all, it!
indamentals of life and death, of God and the sc
ituitive and nobly Christian.".Ueloise E. Herat
OSlOtl.

Fifteen printings in thirteen weeks.162i

flARTIN CONISBY'S VENGEANCE
By .

A romance of the high seas in the pirate day
hieh some of the characters in "Black Barte

f the latter book found a place in your heart,
'onisby's Vengeance."
HE FOG By WILLIAM
v This story of Nathan Forge and other real
small town in New England has romance. laut:

'he New York Herald says: "The story swings ;
ess and movement of actual biography."
ROUBLE-THE-HOUSE

The entertaining exploits of Susy Gilvarry, a
er family on the qui vivc. Susy is a constant si

HE LARK
A brilliant love story, set in a colorful Cub

rith an unconventional ending.
HE DAY OF FAITH By ARTHUI

Nothing quite so startling as "The Day of
ontemporary fiction. This novel so inspired tl
hat he set aside November 1 ns a legal holidr
>ay of Faith."

lOBODY'S MAN By E. PHIl
In this new novel Mr. Oppenheim's genius

len unraveling them brings surprise after surpri
rASEY RYAN

"This is one of the cleverest and most amusl
lat have come from B. M. Bower's pen. ... I
f mirth and laughter from beginning to end.".Tf

Theae Hooka Are For Sale at All Book Sim
Send for Complete Fall Announceme

TTLE, BROWN & COMPANY, Pi

CHARLES G. NORRIS has wri

;IRTRUDE ATHERTON RUI
praises it as "of a very high "]
order. ... I do not think ar
there is a doubt of the enor- vi
mous success of the book."

if AR1

IONA GALE says: Q?
"It handles its human be j,
ings.and they are human.
with that directness, and AWR
honesty, which more than .j
any one quality the Amer- '

ican novel has lacked." ;

'ANNY HURST thinks that F.
"it rides Norris into the ro

rank of foremost American m

novelists." C

'2.00. Obtainable at any bookshop or

P. DUTTON & CO., 681 Fi

I
lave YOU Read

N JOHNSON'S
at American Novel

! WASTED
DERATION
Hansen in the Chicago
News says:

ause Owen Johnson has
> 'The Wasted Generawehave become more
mt than ever thatAmerDveiistsare striking out
»ths that will lead to a
tational literature . . .
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